life to his own, in four or five different countries, often
in the same hotels, and meeting him for years in the
same restaurants."

(We did not care about the Spanish king's political
views. But as human beings we could feel for him,
stranger and tremendously rich man though he was,
because behind his smile we could see that he was eating
out his heart in frustration, sorrow, and bitterness, just
as we were, while our gaze moved serenely over the
carnation fields, flaming at sundown in every shade of
red and pink.)

"But when I think about its being up to me," I went
on, "where I go to die, I usually think of Venice. That's
where I've been happiest and also unhappiest in my
troublous life. There's a ship that runs from New York
straight to Venice. They'll say, 'A foolish old man with
a small coffin is traveling on that ship.' "
"Small coffin?"

"It is small, dearest. When the priest was praying and
I caught sight of the outline among the flowers, it cut
me to the heart to see how small it was. I was reminded
that you never liked to have people say you were small.
And you were right. As long as you were alive you
weren't small. But dead, dearest, you were heartbreak-
ingly little. Like a schoolgirl."

We said nothing for a long time. I told myself she
must be thinking hard about something.

"Out with it," I said, "tell me what you're thinking
about."

She smiled at me. (It isn't so, it isn't so. I didn't seeench soil. You used to
